4                     A   GLASTONBURY  ROMANCE
Bending his head a little above his tightly buttoned greatcoat
collar, John Crow began to recall now certain actual moments of
his recent nights with young Lisette and old Pierre. These mo-
ments as he butted his way against this bitter east wind came to
him impregnated with the subtle smells of a Latin Quarter street.
He saw the neat frippery of Lisette's front room. He saw the gro-
tesque photograph of himself taken by a photographer in a
street booth at Saint-Cloud upon her mantelpiece. He saw her
absurd muslin curtains, tied with great bows of green ribbon. He
saw the big, cracked mirror with the little, carved Cupids at either
corner, from one of which the gilt had been chipped, revealing
scars of bare wood, black as if they had been burnt in a fire. He
saw these things against the far grey horizon, where as a child he
had been so often told to look for the great towers of Ely Cathe-
dral, visible across leagues and leagues of level fens. He saw.
them against old, stunted, lichen-whitened thorn trees. He Saw
them against the curved, up-pushing, new-born horns of the sap-
yellow bracken, protected from the wind by the dead husks of
last year's mature ferns, and crouching low, like the heads of
innumerable mottled snakes, the better to leap at the throat of
life. He saw them against the' reddish gnarled trunks of inter-
mittent clumps of Scotch firs and against the scuttling white tails
of the rabbits and the hovering wings of solitary kestrel-hawks.
And over and over again he said to himself, "Philip will have had
all Grandfather's money, of course. Of course Philip will have
had all Grandfather's money."
At one point, when he came to a place where Brandon Heath
seemed to gather its personality together and to assume a scru-
tinising, haughty and inquisitive look, as much as to say, "Who,
in the devil's name are you, you dog-faced foreigner?" in reply
to this look of Brandon Heath John muttered a sulky defiance and
ejaculated aloud, as if to let the place know that he was more
than a common tramp: "I shall make Philip give me a berth at
GlastonburyJ" He had been on foot now for about an hour, and
he had been walking fast too; for the bite of the cold air seemed
to give an energy of demonic malice to his defiance of the wind, of
the sun, of the hostility of the earth. He had begun to notice too
that the heath scenery was transforming itself by degrees into